The little I had left of Alec's money after paying
my keep I spent on an occasional solitary visit to a West
End theatre gallery. The only adventure I met was
on one of these outings, about a month before my con-
finement. I had gone to see The Apple Cart, and after
it was over I walked down to Regent Street to take a
longing look at the January sale shop windows- I was
wearing a cloche hat and a green coat with a scrap of
fur roujid the neck, and looked, I imagine, like a
domestic servant on her night out. But I had hardly
finished with two shop-fronts before I was stopped by
a man. "Fm not that kind of a girl, and incidentally
I'm expecting a baby," I told him. The few seconds
he was silent seemed so long that I prepared myself to
meet a stream of foul language. But instead he burst
out: "What! walking about here with an unborn child!"
pressed six pound notes into my hand and made oft
without another word.
Long before this the lodging-house had discovered
all about niy baby. It came out one morning when
Mrs Sarum entered my room at eleven o'clock with a
great plate of bread and cheese. I took one look at it
and was violently sick.
There was silence for a moment. Then: ctYou're
in trouble, aren't you, girl ?" Mrs Sarum asked in her
slow heavy voice. "What are you going to do ?"
I had sought refuge in the Sarams5 house blindly;
I had never thought more than a day ahead. Through
the featureless weeks it had grown round me like a shell.
I had not realized that I must be found out some time.
It seemed ridiculous to be afraid of Mrs Sarum, as she
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